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" Know that of old a reckless scorner dwelt within this tower,
who took his sport on priests as well as laics. Count Hardman,
such his name, was no philanthropist, acknowledged no superior
and no law, hut practised vain caprice and waggery, regarding not
the sacredness of hospitable rights : the wanderer who came be-
neath his roof, the needy man who asked a charitable alms of him,
he never sent away unvisited by wicked joke. I was his Castle
Barber, still a willing instrument, and did whatever pleased him.
Many a pious pilgrim, journeying past us, I allured with friendly
speeches to the hall; prepared the bath for him, and when he
thought to take good comfort, shaved him smooth and bald, and
packed him out of doors. Then would Count Hardman, looking
from the window, see with pleasure how the foxes' whelps of chil-
dren gathered from, the hamlet to assail the outcast, and to cry
as once their fellows to Elisha: 'Baldhead! Baldhead!' In
this the scoifer took his pleasure, laughing with a devilish joy,
till he would hold his pot-paunch, and his eyes ran down with
water.

e' Once came a saintly man, from foreign lands; he carried,
like a penitent, a heavy cross upon his shoulder, and had stamped
five nail-marks on his hands, and feet, and side; upon his head
there was a ring of hair like to the Crown of Thorns. He called
upon us here, requesting water for his feet, and a small crust of
bread. Immediately I took him to the bath, to serve him in my
common way; respected not the sacred ring, but shore it clean
from off him. Then the pious pilgrim spoke a heavy malison
upon me : ' Know, accursed man, that when thou diest, Heaven,
and Hell, and Purgatory's iron gate, are shut against thy soul.
As goblin it shall rage within these walls, till unrequired, unhid,
a traveller come and exercise retaliation on thee.'

" That hour I sickened, and the marrow in my bones dried
up; I faded like a shadow. My spirit left the wasted carcass,
and was exiled to this Castle, as the saint had doomed it. In
vain I struggled for deliverance from the torturing bonds that
fettered me to Earth; for thou must know, that when the soul
forsakes her clay, she panteth for her place of rest, and this sick
longing spins her years to aeons, while in foreign element she
languishes for home. Now self-tormenting, I pursued the mourn-
ful occupation I had followed in my lifetime. Alas ! my uproar
soon made desolate this house ! But seldom came a pilgrim here
to lodge. And though I treated all like thee, no one would un-